RALPH    RASHLEIGH
They went to him in a body and found him in some sort
of a fit, his eyes wide open,, foam flecking his lips, his teeth
gnashing, and incoherent, muttering sounds coming from
his throat. They got water and flung it over him; but no
sooner had this revived him partially than he leaped up and
ran off at full speed. McCoy, warning Smith to look after
Rashleigh, set off after their chief, whom they all thought
must have gone suddenly mad. Smith, with blows and
curses, drove Rashleigh before him in the wake of the others.
The mad rush went on throughout a day and night, Foxley
going ahead as if all the devils in hell were after him, forcing
the others to follow at his own tiring pace. At last they
halted on the edge of the valley of the Cumaroy, over one
hundred miles from the scene of the outrage upon the
Shannavans.
The whole party were completely exhausted by their
flight, and to add to their miseries the weather suddenly
broke and settled down into a heavy deluge of rain,
Thunder crashed and the forked lightning brought great
trees thudding to earth, threatening their lives at any
moment.
The shelterless wretches were without even the means of
stripping a sheet of bark, the ordinary resource of Australian
bushmen; while they were entirely unable to start a fire.
Unendurably fatigued, they had no recourse but to take
what rest they could on the swimming ground, or by lean-
ing against trees which might at any moment be struck by
the lightning. Their clothes were drenched, and all their
food was spoilt, but these calamities and discomforts were
as nothing compared with the miseries of utter weari-
ness.
Rashleigh, some time in the past, had read of a super-
stitious notion which had been prevalent in most countries
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